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	1. What is Pain?

**AN: So, I was inspired after I- wait- I won't tell you now. Guys, please review, it makes my day, come on, I want to know what you think, how I need imroving.**

* * *

><p>"Galinda, he beats me. If I make the tiniest mistake, I end up black and blue, with broken fingers the next day. You can't expect me to love him!" shouted a very mad green girl at her best friend and room-mate. "He doesn't love me, and he never will. I am not going to Colwen Grounds, not now, not ever! I know it is Lurlinemas, but it's not like he'll care." She was lying on her stomach on her bed, punching it with every few words that needed emphasising. She softened her voice. "Look Glin, I can stay on campus this Lurlinemas break, don't worry about me"<p>

Galinda tossed her blonde hair over her shoulder and sat on Elphaba's bed. "Elphie, Momsie and Popsicle want you to stay with me, but I suggest trying to, uh, say mend your relationship with your father," she jumped up and smiled brightly. "and if he hurts, you, just breathe. Sing, lose yourself." The perky blonde hopped into the bathroom.

"Yeah Glin, like you know what pain is." Elphaba said sarcastically. "The closest you've come to pain is a splinter, you can't go around giving me advice on how to handle what I am accustomed to my whole life. She made to exit the room, when a voice stopped her.

"You think I don't know what pain is?" Her eyes had dark liner around them, with a black, purple and gold mixture of eyeshadow, making her blue eyes stand out. She had dusted her face a few shades lighter, and her lips were a toned down pink. Galinda resumed her normally bubbly personality. "Never mind. Elphie? How are your cheekbones that high and sharp? Come contour mine to look like yours."

"Green?" Elphaba asked, an amused and confusified look on her face. "Oz Glin, I can't do makeup, you know that. Although, you look… scary, but pretty, and I was wondering why. Even I know that this isn't a 'few drinks with Pfanee and Shen Shen' outfit. What's up with it?

"Elphie, I was just bored, and Milla and I decided to swap looks for the party tonight- I do makeup like her, and she does it like me. We dress like each other and pretend nothing is wrong. Are you almost done?" Galinda's usual round, satin cheek was now as sharp as a knife. "Good, help me into this tight grey skirt. Thank you Elphie. Pass me Milla's top, would you? Oz, I probably look ridiculous." In truth, Milla's cropped shirt was perfect for Galinda's figure, and had little embroided ice-creams on it, which the blonde deemed 'cute, but juvenile'. The skirt so tight it stuck to Galinda, despite its soft, stretchy material. It was tiny, about 6.5 inches altogether. Galinda tugged it down, before remembering that Milla wore it high-waisted. She pulled it up. From the hip down, it was now 4.3 inches. She pulled on a pair of matching grey stilettos, with a heel the same length as the skirt. The ankle strap was a glittery purple, and it almost blinded Elphaba.

"Have fun Glin." Elphaba looked towards her studying, not excited for Lurlinemas. Galinda was trying to convince her that her father had changed, and he wouldn't harm Elphaba, but it hadn't worked.

* * *

><p>"How was it?" The way Elphaba asked the question, it would seem like it ended in a full stop. Galinda had returned from Boq and Crope's room, where the party was. Her hair was in a messy bun, and Elphaba had to pluck olives and teaspoons out of it.<p>

"It was great. Everyone drank except me, I only had green tea, and a small cocktail right before I left. Momsie and Popsicle are forcing you to spend the Lurlinemas break with me. You think I don't know what pain is?" Galinda rambled, making no sense at the time.

* * *

><p><strong>AN: Constructive criticism guys? Please?<strong>


	2. Waxing

**AN: Sorry, I forgot to disclaim before, but I don't own Wicked blah blah blah. Guys, this fic might not be what you expected, and this chapter may seem pale in comparison to the first.**

* * *

><p>"Elphie, thank you for coming to spend Lurlinemas with me, I want to show you how I am not a weak little blonde cupcake. You wouldn't about any of these things, would you?" Galinda was talking all the way from Shiz to Gillikin. "I'll show you my pain when we get home." The horse-drawn carriage turned a corner, and both girls came face to face with a red brick, white trim, and pink accented manor, where Galinda lived. "Come inside, I'll show you your room. Would you like anything to drink?"<p>

"No Glin, I'm fine. Where are we going after this?" Elphaba put her suitcase down, and started unpacking. She followed Galinda into the kitchen.

"Elphie, has your father ever pulled your hair?" Galinda asked suddenly. "Would you like a milkshake? How big, what flavour? Yes Elphie, I can actually make milkshakes."

"To answer your first question, yes, all the time, but it's not that painful, just a dull numbing ache across my scalp". Elphaba scoffed. "Father was never that strong. Yes, I would like a milkshake. A small one. Chocolate please, but could you put in a shot of dark coffee? And I never said you couldn't make a milkshake."

Galinda quickly made the milkshakes. She put them on the bench, pulled two chairs up to sit next to her best friend. "Momsie pays $160 for qualified people to pull my hair. Actually, I think I am doing it today. I'll show you what I mean."

The carriage pulled up at a store. "Charlone and Aharlotte's Waxing Professionals?" Elphaba asked, quirking an eyebrow. "Glin, what in Oz is waxing? Is it like the types of moon phases? Oh my Oz Glin, listening to a science talk is _not_ painful." But Galinda wasn't listening. She walked right into the place, Elphaba reluctantly trailing behind her.

"Oh! I forgot! You're from Munchkinland. Munchkinlanders aren't hairy. Let me tell you, waxing _hurts_! Come, I'll show you." Mrs. Upland asked the young girl at the desk for Galinda's appointment, and they followed the girl down to a separate room.

"Full arm, leg, underarm, eyebrow and lip?" the waxing girl enquired. She got a hot, pink substance, and spread it on Galinda's forehead. Galinda was lying on a bench, biting her lip and waiting for the pain to come, as Elphaba watched the pink thing dry. The waxing girl picked at it, and it ripped off, leaving Galinda screaming. She dabbed some on her eyelid, and peeled it off. Elphaba's eyes filled with tears to see her friend in pain. The waxing girl started talking to Galinda, who relaxed. "Hi Galinda, I'm Charlone. Is this your first time waxing?" after Galinda shook her head, Charlone continued. "Can I get you to sit up?" She picked up a roller, and rolled on a burning, green substance. She rubbed a white material onto it, and ripped it up. Galinda bit her lip harder. Charlone showed it to Elphaba. "See how much hair the green wax pulled out?" she said, not noticing that the wax was the same colour as Elphaba's skin. "Would you like me to do you next? You can go free, eyebrows only?" Elphaba backed away, but Mrs. Upland stopped her.

"She would love it. All girls need a chance to be beautiful. Even green ones. Elphaba, you lay on this bed, and let Charlone do your eyebrows. Oh, how lovely and full they are." Galinda got up, and Elphaba bravely lay down. When Charlone drizzled the pink wax on, Elphaba thought that Galinda was exaggerating, and the pain wasn't that bad. The Charlone ripped off the wax, and Elphaba struggled to bite back a scream. She also got her eyebrows tweezed, which stung the whole way home.

When Mrs. Upland, Elphaba and Galinda returned home, the young girls went to their bedrooms. "You were right," Elphaba sighed. "Waxing hurts. But there can't be anything more painful, right?" She was staring at her brows, moving them up or down.

"Yes Elphie, be glad you didn't get them threaded. Or while you have your monthly- uh- friend. But there is worse pain." Galinda stared at Elphaba's earlobe, and touched it wonderingly.


End file.
